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LA CORRIDA DE TOROS
IF there is one thing in Spain which the traveller has
fully decided beforehand is intolerable and de-
grading, it is the bull-fight, which as a rule he hastens
to see. He excuses his extraordinary eagerness to assist
at a spectacle that is stupid and brutal, because he assures
himself it is so characteristic of Spain that to omit it is
almost to stay at home, But, indeed, his curiosity will
avail him little; the bull-fight is only to be enjoyed by
the instructed. As well might a man knowing nothing
of sport or games, hope to enjoy the equally brutal
fascination of a fox-hunt, a stag-hunt, a battue, or the
marvellous stupidity of a football match on a wet
November day, when your enthusiast will delight in a
game that to us is but little different from a filthy fight
in the mud, Even so the unflannelled fool revels in
the frightful idleness and ennui of a game of bat and
ball that endures inexplicably for three days. And so
the traveller, scornful of the bull-fight, though he will
not forgo it for the world, since, as he tells you, without
it he would not understand Spain, has made up his mind
long and long ago that foxes rather like being hunted,
pheasants rather enjoy a battue, especially if royalty be
present there in the October woods, that were so quiet
and so mysterious with life only a few hours ago. And
yet it seems never to have occurred to one so convincing
in his arguments, that if he really wish to understand
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